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And thon shouldst break thy fast,
For I ween thou art famished. The soul in its need on prayer can feed,
But the body demandeth bread."
The prophet replied : " My child,
Of the precious gifts most rare By the great God given to him that has striven
The chief is the power of prayer. It will bend in their orbits of light
The stars as they onward roll, It will feed the desire of the flesh
And stay the thirst of the soul.
"There is naught in the universe
That prayer can not achieve, Be pure in heart and pray,
And praying, do thou believe! But seeing the beasts are tired,
And thine eyes are heavy with sleep, 'We  will  halt  by yon rock whence the waters gush,
To sink in the desert deep."
The camels knelt and the twain
Slid down upon the sand, When Amir the feet of his beast
Hobbled loose with a leathern band; And minding the words of the sage,
He knelt him down to pray, " 0 God, I entreat thee grant the brute
May not break his bonds and stray!"